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set foot on English soil, feeling more than a little tired aud sick after a not too calm journey. That night she stayed at Dover Castle, and by ten o'clock next morning King Charles, eager to greet his bride, came down to Dover to meet her. Upon his arrival she went to him and knelt at his feet, taking his hand and kissing   it.    Whereupon Charles laughingly stooped to her, and taking her up in his arms kissed her and asked her about her journey, all the time looking down at her feet for she seemed taller than reputed, reaching up to his shoulder.   Noticing this, she showed him her shoes, saying to him, 'Sir, I stand upon mine own feet. I have no helps by art. Thus high am I and am neither higher than lower.'1 This quick-witted, dark-haired} dark-eyed little person of sixteen, with her quiet dignity and self-possession, seems to have delighted Charles, and a contemporary observes, 'Yesterday I saw them coming up from Gravesend, and never beheld the King look so merrily3.1
In truth, the British folk could not find it in their hearts to be harsh to one so young and charming, and one and all delighted in the royal romance, greeting their young King and Queen with loyal acclamation on their way up to London. For was she not a daughter of that valiant Protestant, Henry of Navarre?   Forsooth, men murmured, there were hopes of her conversion, for when asked if she could abide a Huguenot, she had merrily replied, 'Why not?  Was not my father one?'3   At five o'clock on the evening of Thursday, June i6th, to the accompaniment of a great shower of rain, the new King and Queen, both gaily dressed in green, passed under London Bridge on their way to Whitehall attended by many barges of honour. The rain did not deter the young couple from graciously showing themselves to their people, and the banks of the river
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